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Condition, Circumſtance is not the Thing; 
Bliſs is the ſame, in Subject or in King. Pore. 
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HAPPINESS. 


„TH OU, with temper form'd to bleſs 
Wed ſmankind, 
No In Manners blameleſs, as in Taſte 
8 JS [refin'd ; 

ln whom the ſocial virtues mild agree, 


Whoſe Soul is noble, ad whole Fortune free ; 


Whoſe honour wears no looſe, no ſtiff diſguiſe, 
Warm in the heart but gentle in the eyes; 
To whem the Grecian treaſures lie unveiled, 


And no man's merit—but your own concealed 


B Thou 


B 
Thou to whoſe tender touch, and pleaſing fire, 
The Teian bard has lent his moving lyre ; | 


OGLE, accept once more the grateful ſtrain, 


To you, the muſe can never ſing in vain! 


Oh happineſs ! the world's inceſſant aim ! 

Of all the proſpect - but of few the claim; 

The port ſucceſſive millions keep in view, 

The voyage faithleſs, and the chart untrue ! 

Thick lurk the dangers, whirling flit the gales, 

Hope the ſole Zephyr never—never fails ! } 

Heav'n, all-impartial, to this golden ſhore 

| Gives each a ſlender bark to waft them o'er > 

One ſtrength, tho? faſhion'd different, all retain ; 

But ſome embelliſh'd, while the reſt more plain: 

Alas! what boots the ſails of ſilk inroll'd, 

The cabbin painted, and the ſtern of gold ? 

Aw'd by the glitter, will the tempeſt reſt? 

The pomp relieve th' indanger'd owner's breaſt ! 


Unmoy'd 
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Unmov'd, the ſtorm unſparing flies around, 


Nor hears the captiv*d ſlave, or monarch crown'd; 
If ſome more favour'd skiff in fight of land, 
Subdues the ſurge, and faſtens on the ſtrand ; 
Think it not better form'd the ſhock to bear, 


But reaſon kept the helm—and God was there ! 


A blank, poor country Cymon comes to town, 


What character uncertain to put on; 


Where ſhall he fix the law, the e 
A thouſand paths, but one to be explor'd ; | 
How from the ſhining heap his lot deſcry, 

If judgment guides not the determin'd eye? 
How thro? the maze his ſafer way purſue, 

If reaſon lend not the directing clue 

Yet vain the ſearch, and vain the fond purſuit, 
If ſtill within negleQed pine the root; 

If vice and error cloud the mental skies, 

And Folly's yapours hang o'er Wiſdom's eyes ! 
8 8 EF; If 


[ 4] 


If peſts internal blaſt the bloom of joy, 

If ſickneſs taint it, or if ſtorms deſtroy ; 

So droops the flow'r of happineſs unſeen, 

And weeds deface the Paradiſe within ; 

Bliſs ſighs at home ! while from the dane 
Spring all the heighten'd troubles of mankind ; 
In this alone the weighty difference lies, 


Where fools are ſhipwreck'd there the prudent 
| 8 1 (riſe. 


But what - you certainly miſtake our ſtate, 


Does circumſtance no part of bliſs create? 
Is no condition happier than the reſt ? 

* THY allotment equal ?—look and ſee the jeſt ! 
* See truth to pow'r, to pride ſee merit bend, 

© See naked honeſty alarm a friend! 

View cenſur'd virtue ſhining thro? diſgrace, 


Vet diſcontented, for the loſs of place ; 


The vintner's wife behind the bar ſurvey, 
* With the bright dutcheſsdreſs d for a birth-day ; 
* Thi 


% 


' 
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E 
© Th empurpled biſhop wrapt in ſofteſt lawn, 
© Compare with him, who with diſcloſing dawn, 


A tatter'd form to matin-charge repairs, 


And for his daily bread preſents his prayers ? 
The mighty ſtateſman, Envy's ceaſeleſs mark, 


© Is he no happier than croſs B—e's clerk ? 


No: Heav'n is juſt, and Nature, by command, 


Meaſures its bounties with a frugal hand ; 
True if ſhe, leſs impartially inclin'd, 
Degrees of bliſs to ev'ry rank aflign'd ; 


A ſimple collonel, truſting to his trade, 


Might vye in luxury with haughty V 


Or ſome good city dame unenvious view 


The jewels glittering round a Montag ! 


Where mingling gems recall'd their fading dren 


* 


And own'd the brighter luſtre of her eyes 


Yes, bliſs is the obedient ſlave of ſtate, 
The only happy, ſurely are the great! 


A 
YE ” oo, + 


[6] 
Sce heap'd on pomp, the coſtly bleſſings thrown, 
Beam o'er a court, and ſparkle from a crown ! 
Vet ſhall hiſtoric truth unſeal thy eyes, 

When courts love virtue, and when kings are 
When pow'r the welfare of mankind Ke.” 
And merit and advancement meet as friends! 


How ſtrange the tale !—if ſubjects could afford, 
To be ſo gay and happy as their lord ? 


Be Heaven abſolv'd from ills it never knew, 
Its creatures all diſtinguiſh'd in its view: 
From providence remove the faulty ſhade 
God better loves the works his wiſdom made. 
Bliſs comes to all, if all their bliſs could ſee, 
If paſſion left che mental glaſſes free ! 

Abroad we ſeek it with inceſſant pains, | 

At home, unpoliſh'd while the gem remains; 
Diſtinctions mark life's variegated face, 

But bring no ſanction to Git real peace 5 abs 


The 
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E719 
The mitre, coronet, or robe, or ſtar, 
Nor faith, nor juſtice, wit or truth confer ! 
And ev'n Sir R— only happy lives, 


Not in the wealth he has—but what he gives! 


Bards ſay—before Pandora's box took wind, 
And wide diffus'd the peſtilence of mind; 
Mankind were bleſt :—the fable may be good, 
But 1s juſt as the moral's underſtood ; 


Spite of the latent ill the noxiors flame 


Our right, our pow'r of happineſs the ſame ; 


Tis this impartial mark preſerves us even, 


Throws fortune out---and ſhews the care of Heaven. 


See yon poor hinds who tend the ruſtic toil, 
Who drain the marſh, or plough the N 
Who plane yon viſta opening thro? the wood, 
Or mend the bank that threatens o'er the flood ; 


Then 
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1 
Then look your books the real life compare, 
See if you know your ſwains by Spenſer" air! 
Are theſe the ſoft, the gentle pictures ſay, 
Drawn by the heav'nly hands of Pope, or Cay ? 
No Daphne here, with youth and beauty crown'd; 


No proſtrate ſhepherds offering wreaths around; 


| No Delia coy her Damon's fondneſs ſees ; 


No Thyr/s carves his paſſion on the trees, 


Or to his friend, reclin'd, in melting ſtrains, 
Imparts the well-wrought ſtory of his pains. 

"Tis Tom and- Will whoſe vigorous arm can raiſe 
The heavy cart o'erſet in deepeſt ways; 

"Tis homely Foan whom, with diſcloling day, 

I view to harveſt bend her chearful way 3 

With night return, the wholeſome labour done, 
Mark'd with the duſt, and colour'd with the ſun ; 
Yet theſe ſhall fing as happy each and all, 

As the ſwell'd prebend huming o'er his ſtall; 


Peace 
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CS 


Peace, health, and freedom keep their ſpirits gay, 
| The joyful evening crowns the painful day. 

q To that ſucceeds the balmy reſt of night, 

And up they ſpring—as active as the light; 

See here, my friend! the bleſſings of the land, 

; | | How labour takes contentment by the hand ; 

From poverty's bleak root theſe flowrets ſpring, 


That ſhame the painted gardens of a king ! 


The ſcene once vary—and remove the clown, 


Place Tom within the vortex of the town, 


} 


The endleſs hurry, and the ſhining haſte, 


To him a broad contuſion wild and waſte, 
Amaz'd along the crouded ſtreet he ſtares, 
Unknowing half he ſees, and moſt he hears. 
ln gay diſguiſe ſucceeding wonders lie, 
Nor touch his reaſon, tho? they take his eye: 
| What ſhall he think, or what ſhall he believe, 
When all is paſt his knowledge to conceive ? 


C The 


[ 10 ] 
The buſy ſcene not one inſtruction yeilds, 
He wie ws it taſteleſs, and regrets his fields; 


He ſickens from the reſtleſs {cene to move, 


And taſte the peaceful flumbers of the grove ! 


So in victorious Anna's happy reign, 1]: 
When India's chiefs had paſs'd our weſtern main; | 
Charm'd with our ſoil, as of the voyage tir'd, 
Greatly they gaz'd, and frequent they enquir'd 
Of manners, Nature's pencil never drew, 


Of laws, which wiſer Nature never knew; » (4 


4 4 


Our fabricks, temples, all our pride ſurvey'd, 
ch Fa heaps which luxury had made; 
Beheld the concave wonder of St. Paul, 
And trembled leſt the painted sky ſhou'd fall! 
But ſick of all and charm'd with native peace, 


They quit the ſplendid, vaſt, unmeaning place, 


To all the genuine charms of nature go, 
Enjoy the bleſſing but forget the ſhow ! 
| () 
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VW Which ſtrikes us ſimple, charms in ev'ry dreſs, 
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1 
O love ! thou beam of Heav'n, celeſtial mild, 
At whoſe fair Birth reviving Nature ſmil'd; 
Thou ſource of being, whoſe diffuſive flame, 
Thro' earth and air and ocean ſpreads the fame 
Whole genial hand the vital lamp ſupplies, 
Blooms o'er the world, OG” ſhoots along the skies. 
To whom new ſhafts obedient Nature lends, 
While thro? her realms thy gentle — ons 


Beauty, the bow from whence the arrow flies, 


The ſpell of form, and taliſinan of eyes, 


Which only affectation can make leſs: 
Secure, while Nature takes her heav'nly part, 


Bur loſt in fal ſhood - and deſtroy'd by art! 


From gilded roofs, the envy'd haunts of kings, 
See how the wanton God diſguſted ſprings! 
Diſdains the call of equipage and ſtate, 

The mimic worſhip paid him by the great; 
. He 


Love throws the ignominious fetters by; 


[ 12 


He hates conſtraint ambition is his foe, 


Forms but deter him, and he pines at ſhow ! 


Tir'd of the glittering chains beſtow'd by pow'r, * 
The faithleſs, golden varniſh of an hour; 
To Thames fair banks he wings his happy flight, 
Where the clear ſtream, and riſing groves invite; 


Fhere laidto reſt, all-breathing ſoft defire, 


He liſtens while his Pope attunes the lyre ; 


Or, as he loves incognito to fly, 
Sees you in Audley-/treet, as he goes by. ö 
1 
*Tis only hearts of an inferior mold, 
Which yeild to intereſt, and are catch'd by gold; 
The brave, the noble, ſcorn the ſordid tye, 
Nor can you purchaſe Lucia's leaſt regard * 


With all the glittering bagatelles of Deard. 


The 
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The youthful eaglet, with intrepid flight, 
Riſes in air and courts the beam of light! 
The lordly bull beneath the ſhade retires, 
To woe the kindred form his flame inſpires; 
The nightingale, amidſt the vernal grove 
Invokes her mate, and wakens into love; 
From the parental ſhrub the inſect ſprings, 
New to the day, and tries its gilded wings! 
Light thro” the quivering gloom direQts its way, 


Where Nature lives, and countleſs millions play. 


Content, nor does the buſy fly aſpire 


For objects of his envy to enquire : 
Then why ſhould I diſturb the preſent joy 


That ſome are greater—richer ſome than I. 


But what ? ſhall he with fourſcore thouſand 
| | | [ pound, 
Who creeps a living reptile o'er the ground; 


Who 


[ 14 ] 
Who heaps for miſery, and toils to ſtarve ; 
Shall he for a happineſs a pattern ſerye ? 
Yowll anſwer, no: — ſo av'rice meets its . 
But tell me, is ambition's aim more true? 
See Thamas by a ſlave from empire chas'd, 
A Vizier doom'd, or Miniſter diſgrac'd; 
Then calm their ſplendor with their fall ſurvey, 
And ask of Envy—whart ſhe has to ſay ? 
To each condition its reverſe is ty'd, 
Reaſon alone the barrier to divide; 
Which yeilding bends to paſſion's lawleſs force, ( 
As the torn dyke to the wild ocean's courſe ! 
The heav'nly beam was given to ſet us right, 
But vice and error cloud the happy light ! 
We love to change, and change our wiſh awaits, 
Yet ſtill we blame the ills, that wiſh creates; 
Had th ſteddy never chang'd his fide, 
The miniſterial victim ne'er had dy'd; 
And 


” La ornament ** 
** . 


E 
And D- dn, had he lov'd a ſmall expence, 
Had nefer been forc'd to blot his blaze of ſenſe. 
With reverence, muſe, ſurvey his ſacred ſhade, 


Nor touch the laurels bloom around his head ! 


Be then equality confels'd the thing, 
The happy medium whence our bleſſings ſpring; 
Each ate of life poſſeſſes its allay, 

And every man enjoys his little day ! 

The court—that falſe elyſium! has 1 ts ills, 

The church her quarrels and che law her bills. 
To all the intermingled cup is dealt, 

At pleaſure's heels is ſecret anguiſh felt; 

No ſooner yet the recent wound can pain, 

But friendly joy appears to intervene. 

This Proteus“ happineſs eludes the view, 

Still near and nearer! yet we ſtill purſue! 
Not found in all the ſplendors of the great, 


The affluent fortune, or the humbler fate; 


In 


1 


161 
In youth, or age, or poverty, or wealth, 
The ebb of ſickneſs, or the flow of health! 
Where then, oh where, does the deceives lie ? 
Lodg'd in the breaſt! negleQted by the eye! 
Abroad we labour for the lovely fruit, 
While overlook'd at home, conſumes the root! 
While inſects plague, and weeds infect the ſoil, 
Enrich'd by Heav'n, and worthy all our toil, 
Be the heart upright, and the conduct fair, 


There ſmiles the flow'r and happineſs is there! 


Ev'n when the ſcene one broad confuſion lies, 


When darkneſs ſhrouds theſe intellectual skies; 
Let riſing virtue ſhed her ſlighteſt ray, 
The clouds diſperſe, and-all within is day ! 


If ſuch her pow'r o'er minds by thought con- 
[ feſt, 
If ſuch her ſov'reign influence in the breaſt ! 


If thus ſhe Pain diſarms of all its ſtings, 
And fixes reſtleſs pleaſure's airy wings ! 


Secures 


 % 
a” 


* 
Secures endanger'd reaſon on her throne, 
And makes divine contentment all our own ; 
If her's alone, internal bliſs to give, | 
And happieſt they who by her dictates live; 


If Fortune's gifts with empty luſtre ſhine, 


"1 | 
Unleſs her ſacred image mark the coin ; 
More riches, OGLE ! have you of your own, 
Than ever Stateſman ſcreen'd behind a Throne! 
/ } \ 
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LIBERTY of WILL 


S H gentle MuRRay !— whoſe accom- 
— Dx \ [ pliſh'd youth, 
— 2 &' To finiſh'd wiſdom joyns unſpotted 
AP» CODY EN | [tru th; 
7» 0M In whoſe benevolent and gene 

| breaſt, 


: [ 
The pow'r of heav'nly goodneſs ſhines confeſs'd; 


In whom the Roman orator appears, 
And all his Virtues ſhine without his Fears ; 
Bend for a moment's ſpace, and deign to hear 


The moral numbers that approach your ear. 


Plac'd 


Plac'd in this darkſome wilderneſs below, 
Too curious to diſcern too wiſe to know; 
While, as we paſs the ſhort—yet tedious ground, 
And wander devious Life's deceitful round ; 

It happineſs from ſcience is beſtow'd, 

Oh name the page that points the happy road. 
'Deſcends profuſe the ſacred manna down? 

Or ſprings from earth—the culture all our own ? 
Is it like genius, beauty, wit or birth! ? 

The gift of Heav'n, or benefit of earth? 

Say, are wefree in body as in mind? 

Or mode the ſport of ſome ſuperior kind? 

This WILL that ſeems to diQtate all within, 
Adds ſhe as ſubſtitute, or rules as Queen ? 


Thus, as on Thames's flow'ry bank I lay, 
Involv'd in doubt, and clos'd the penſive day! 
While 


[ 23) 
While anxious thought my aking boſom burn'd, 
To conſcious Heav'n my weeping eyes I turn'd ; 


When ſudden—from the Source of light and love, 


Darted a Heav'nly form, like thoſe above 
Plac'd near the throne—who kindling in his praiſe, 
Live in his flame, and ſearch his myſtic ways; 

So from the orient Sun, the lucid ray $ | 
Parts inſtantaneous, and diffuſes day ; 

A ſhape reſembling humankind he bore, 

Such features Locke and piercing Newton wore ; 
Born to diſpel infernal error's night, 


And bleſs the world with truth's celeſtial light. 


A placid ſmile the gentle ſpirit beam'd, 
and vocal thus, my whole attention claim'd ; 
As far as Heav'n permits, and man can 8 
Jo what, commiſſion'd, I reveal, give ear! 


Sent from on high, I come to eaſe your grief, 


' Where doubt is honeſt—it deſerves relief; 


Know 
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* Know your ſelf free free as the truth I bring, 


Both common ſubjects of one gracious king ! 

* Whole boundleſs bounty o'er his creatures flows; 

In whom the man refle&s—the ſeraph glows ! 

Who thinks, wills, acts, is in that action free, 

So ſhines the pow'r of Heav'n in you as me. 

= © So mental forms with Heav'nly light refine, 

And God's bright image marks th” etherial coin. 

He knew, he will'd the boundleſs hole arole ! 

* To matter, motion ſo thy thought beſtows ; 

© Lord of the earth, from Excellence of mind, 

Thou rangeſt Nature, and outſtrip'ſt the wind; 

The elements beneath thy empire lie; 

* Unmeaſur'd Air expands to fill thy eye 5. 

* Fire owns thy pow'r—Earth teems to menos 

And Seas receive thee on their yeilding breaſt ! 

«< Ev'n ſwift Imagination hears thy call, 

And paſſions, by thy diate, riſe and fall! 
Ah 


— 


wt» 


— 
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„ 
Ah! were fair freedom to the ſoul deny'd, 
Did fix'd neceſſity her motions guide, 
What were your views, your actions, joys or 
© But marks of Thraldom, the reſult of 1 
* Helpleſs machines ! by pow'r ſuperior held, 
* By foreign force directed or repell'd : 


* Now ſunk in ſenſe, and now with paſſions heav'd, 


And form'd to be eternally deceiy'd ! 


Without this liberty to man aſſign'd, 

This bright impreſſion fix'd upon the mind, 
* What honour could the pow'r ſupreme receive 
From the vile tribute of a wretched ſlave? 
© Where were the virtue, where no choice was 

[known ? 
What guilt incurr'd, by errors not your own? 
Vice then ſecure might laugh at virtue's figh, 
And innocence to pow'r unheeded cry | 
* ACataline might boaſt his impious flame, 


And Brutus call on honour's empty name 


E 


13 


If blindly led to deſtin'd fate we run, 


Mankind were only made to be undone! 
© The lawleſs tyrant, the uſurper fell, 
A Borgia, Nero, all the ſons of hell, 


© Ey'nhe the blackeſt, who with wanton aim, 


Would on his neighbour's ruin raiſe his fame, 
Might to their maker all the guilt convey, 


© Andblot with crimes the beauteous face of day 


© So might the God of juſtice, truth and peace, 
c Injuſtice blacken, or revenge diſgrace! 
© 'The patrons of a doctrine big with evil, EE © 


Could they ſay more? if they ador'd the devil! 


Charm'd with the ſounds—as one who, new 
Sees the expanſe of light around him break; 5 
Whoſe tiembliag eye · lids ſhrink at the ſurvey, 

Unable to ſuſtain the blaze of . 
With falt'ring accent, (faintly 1 
Thanks to thy friendly voice celeſtial guide 

And 


[ 27 ] 


And oh forgive, if yet my doubts offend, 


And gracious to my ſuppliant words attend; 
If Man be free, whence does his weakneſs flow? 
© Why reaſon's lamp ſo faint a luſtre ſhow ? 
He ſeeks to follow the deluſive ray, 

© But ſhades obſcure it—and he goes aſtray ! 

By judgment now, and now by paſſion ſway'd, 
© While charm'd with Virtue—yet to Vice be- 
* So little can he on himſelf depend, ml 
n His-own worſt enemy or greateſt friend! 

Ils this the Lord of Nature? free and wile ? 


© I know him not beneath a ſlave's diſguiſe! 


To which the reverend form as mild reply'd, 
Let not your grief your reaſon thus miſguide 3 
: Your freedom, you complain, too oft is loſt, 

* But ſay, ſhall mortal man perfection boaſt? 
Did God thy bliſs immutable deſign, 

And dreſs thy Nature with a ſhroad divine? 
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[ 28 ] 
Thy lot is human, fix*d thy ſpot of ground, 
And ſhall thy daring wiſhes know no bound? 
y So might the ſmall deſcending drop of rain, 
That blends the wave—lſay, mine ſhall be the 
* No—all in thee is limited and weak, N 


Thy ſtrength, thy beauty, different changes take; 
Thy judgment, ſenſes, various forms diſplay, 


With youth they ripen, and with age decay ! 


Even Nature round thee alters {till her face 6 

© Shalt thou alone pretend to keep thy place? 

* But ſay, when inward wars aſſault the heart, 

* And WILL deſerting, leans to paſſion's part; 

* When reaſon yeilds, and liberty's no more, 
Had'ſt thou not late the bleſſing in thy pow'r? 
Freedom was thine tho no no more to boaſt, 
- Why weeps Reflection elſe, the treaſure loſt ? 
When ſome dire fever, with conſuming pains, 
Attacks thy life, and riots in thy veins; 


© Nature 


re 


Nature alarm'd, retires into thy heart, 


© Then bids thee from the danger chearful riſe, 


© See temperance, patience, happy virtues, gain'd ! 
P P PPY 8 
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And waits the kind auxiliar helps of art; 


* With theſe ſupply'd, ſhe wards the fatal . 


Endures the ſiege, and triumphs o'er the foe! 


strength in thy limbs, and vigour in thy eyes! 


Thus from thy fears ſucceeding pleaſure flows, 


And ſickneſs, greater taſte for health beſtows 
* Nay more, inſtructed by the ill ſuſtain'd, 
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* Thus in thy form, extremes extremes control, 
c So Freedom keeps thy nobler health of ſoul ! 
Sometimes, *tis own'd, the ballance may beloſt, 


* (So little ſteddineſs can mortals boaſt) 
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* Anger's rude blaſt may hurt the mental joy, 
pride may diſturb it, or Revenge deſtroy; 

© Mean Av rice may depreſs the gentle light, 

Or wild Ambition make it burn too bright; 


Error 
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© Error eclipſe it, or injuſtice blind, 
(How numerous are the maladies of mind) 
Oh yet diſpair not—while relief is nigh, 
But to the obvious means of ſafety fly! 
View Heay'n it ſelf the precious medcines lend, 
In the wiſe author, or the virtuous friend! 
Plato or Horace ſhall compoſe the ſtrife, 
„A Be of C—g ſhall reſtore thee life ! 
© Miſled by folly, or with trouble preſs'd, 
© Theſe are the Meads and Boerbaaves of the breaſt, 
* Who, Angel-like, to human ſuccour fly, 
And ſave them, when the ſtroke of fate is nigh! 


© Is there'a mortal plung'd in deep diſtreſs, 
© Whoſe conduct does not full this truth expreſs? 
Afflicted view this partizan of fate, 
© Who thinks neceſſity appoints our ſtate ; 8 
Hear how he reaſons, cenſures, or commends, 
His foes abuſes, and applauds his friends: 
* Condemn'd 


ET 
* Condemns (nor heeds the contradictive thought) 
The condut, deſtiny relentleſs wrought ! 
Mark how he puniſhes that fa v'rite ſon, 
For what! a fault predeſtin'd to be done ! 
His practice and his principle how wide, 
strong proof he err'd at firſt from Nature's fide; 
The truth recurs, his vanity would brave, 


Fe acts as free, and reaſons like a ſlave! _ 


© Confirm'd thy freedom—lift thy grateful eyes 
And thank the glorious ruler of the skies 
* Reaſon aſſiſt, to keep her lawful throne, 
© While her fair ſway, ſubjected paſſions own; 
For once beneath her ſteddy conduct broke, 
They learn ſubmiſſion, and receive the yoke 
Firm to thy principles, and plain thy mind, 
To truth be faithful, but to error kind! 


Correct ungovern'd Zeal's too fiery aim, 


And learn to pity—where you're forc'd to blame! 
Ill 
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Frailty, like ours, ſhould bluſh to be ſevere ! 
ll © In guilt or error if a brother lies, : 
Canſt thou behold his fall with careleſs eyes? 
* Should not thy help reſtore him, if it couw'd ? 


Is not thy happineſs the general Good? 
bf - If not, no more the vain diſtin2tion claim, 


* Falſe is thy zeal—thy virtue but a name D 


So ſpoke the Hea v'nly voice—while _— 
The ſacred ſounds a balmy ſenſe impreſsd ; 
thought to ask, too curious yet to know, 
Secrets unknown to mortals here below, 

The myſtic fenſe of matter, ſpirit, ſpace, 
Queſtions, Philoſophy in vain would trace 
Eternity and Time, and T hought and Light, 
Themes too perplexing to our narrow ſight 3 
Perhaps, which thoughtful Newton knew no more, 
Than wild Deſcartes had madly gueſs'd before! 

| But 
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But as I turn'd—the Angel fled away, 
And the diſſolving figure mix'd with day! 


Heay*n was not pleas'd the Monitor to ſend 

For leſſons, ſenſe could never comprehend ; 
Enough that to my humble wiſh was gi v'n, 

How to employ the freedom lent by Heav'n; 
Wiſe to extract, by Virtue's heav'nly aid, 

The balm to heal the wounds which paſſion made; 
From dubious lite, and ſad experience paſt, 

To learn to keep recover*d peace at laſt! 
With joy I ran the pleaſing viſion o'er; 


| [more? 
Say, could thy STORMONT have inform'd me 
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H thou! to Envy and her ſons well 
| known, 

Who on the love of Fame has built 
thy own ! 

W hoſe {ſtrong deſcription, RE: whoſe 
| moral lay, 


Inſtructi ve ſenſe, and pleafing truth convey ! 
Whether ſublimer views direct thy ſtrain, 
Or ſofter Love unfolds the bleeding ſcene ; 

O YouNG by every chaſter muſe inſpir'd, 


To Virtue's Calm, from noiſy life retir'd; 


Permit 
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Permit the muſe, for all the pleaſures felt, 
For all the ſweets thy tuneful lyre has dealt; 
This wreath to offer, in that bleſt retreat 
Where guardian Angels on thy viſions wait! 
If Man is free, let Reaſon keep her throne, 
If brrants (le, let reaſon pull them down ; 
We know too well thoſe ſpoilers of our reſt, 
That paſſions are th* uſurpers of the breaſt ! 
Yet, ſummon all their forces to the field, | 
To Wiſdom's voice the rebel-crew ſhall yeild; 
For Vice, tho” inſolent the mind to lord, 


Yet ſhrinks abaſh'd from Virtue's temper*d ſword. 


Of all the train, that human Peace annoy, 
Which combat reaſon, and our bliſs deſtroy ; 


Not one ſubſiſts more difficult to tame, 


Not one, whoſe poiſon ſpreads a fiercer flame, 


Than 


[ 39 | 


Than Envy: viper offspring rais'd from earth, 


Which Pride begat—and Folly gave it birth; 
Still on its ſelf it ſpends its fruitleſs ſpite, 
And far unlike its fire, abhors the light ! 

All foreign worth with {corn diſtaſteful views, 
All virtue with inceſſant rage purſues ; 

O'er riſing merit darts its har py wings, 

At blameleſs honour point its cruel ſtings ! 
So reſtleſs Titan, aiming at the skies, 


Hurl'd by Jove's hand, beneath Trinacria lies; 


Tho? preſs'd beneath the vaſt enormous weight, 


From na pours in flames his vengeful hate! 
Yet ſtill his torments no ceſſation know, 


And all his efforts but augment his woe! 


7 A wiſe Athenian, who had ſign'd his ſhell, 
When juſt Axiſtides to exile fell! 


The cauſe demanded, anſwer'd thus downright, 
To hear him prais'd fo much, has tir'd me quite 
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L 49 ] 
How oft at courts, whoſe envy maſqu'd is ſeen, 
Does worth ſuperior raiſe united ſpleen ? 
Tis there ſhe culminates her deadlieft rays, 
In whiſpers poiſons, and with ſmiles betrays; 
How did her baneful malice aim to ſoil, 44 5 
The wreaths juſt gather'd once by brave A—LE ? 
Diſgrace and cenſure to that arm decreed, . 
Whole glorious toils his country greatly freed ! 
What tho” his Valour had repell'd the toe, 
His laurels could not fave from Envy's blow; 
Villars had reaſon, when he left Verſailles, 
To guard great Louis from the & yren's tales; | 
* Againſ# your foes, he ſaid, great prince I fly, 
Save me from mine, they live beneath your eye! 


Ye wretched minds, ye ſadly tainted breaſts! 
Whom this unhappy, yellow, plague infeſts; 
Shall all the merit true applauſe can claim, 


The Patriot's Honour, and the Hero's Fame, 
To 


( 47 ] 

To your diſtemper'd ſight as dark appear, 
Diſtract your judgment, and offend your ear? 

So turns the vicious ſtomach all the food, 
Deſign'd for health, to poiſon in the blood; 
But ſhame to thought! experience once ſhould 
This canker faſten on a generous mind! = 
Strange, thoſe thenobler paths of fame whotrace, 
Should bear no rivals in the glorious race ? 
Like Alan monarchs, ſigh to reign alone, 

And in their brother's ruin found their throne ! 

| When the pleas'd audience earneſt hung of late, 
On Th—s ſenſe, and Agamemnon's fate; 

While ſighing innocence confeſs'd its fears, 

And filent virtue paid its praiſe in tears! 


F—, vex'd to ſee the general delight, 


Was ſeen to weep—but then he wept for ſpite! 


Well, mighty ſufferer, if the bard's applauſe, 
From thy torn breaſt theſe marksof forrow draws, 
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[42 ] 
Improve the anguiſh—try thy thoughts to raife, 
And gain, by equal merit, equal praiſe ! 
Go mend thy ſtyle, with care thy figures trace, 
Poliſh thy work, and heighten every grace ; 
See freedom lives in Th—+s deathleſs lay ; 
Does that chagrine thee?--ſnatch the prize away! 
If his acknowledg'd glory give thee pain, 
Try to ſurpaſs, and ſo the conqueſt gain; 
Go toil for fame, and raiſe thy trophy higher; 
To leſſen Pe, you need an Orphens lyre ! 
But people laugh to ſee a harlequin 
Cenſure a Ba—t's ſenſe, or S 's mien 
Nor can poor G— her worſt in vectives thrown, 


Leſſen her rival's charms, or mend her own! 


When wild Furien, inflam'd with bigot zeal, 
For years with ceaſeleſs malice libell'd Bayle; 
Impartial time has blotted all his rage, 

And with new honours grac'd his rival's page 
But. 


E 
But oft the ſcribler, in his own defence, 
With calumny ſupplies a chaſm of ſenſe; 
Tortur'd ſuperior genius ſhould prevail, 
He finds the only remedy to rail; 
For gather filth enough, and throw it thick, 
The Proverb tells him, ſome may chance to ſtich; 
So Envy bids her ſons repriſals uſe, 
And foo contempt retort a large abuſe; 
Call Newton atheiſt, Sha/tsbury profane, 
Locke irreligious, Addiſon obſcene; 
| Say, Cowley wanted wit, and Dryden ſenſe, 
Butler to humour, void of all pretence! 
Diſpute T's elegance, and Th—'s ſpirit, 
Affirm that modeſt S—ge has no merit: 


How Envy triumphs if ſhe ſee receiy'd, 


What none, as yet, but her own fools believ'd ? 


But chief, (for moſt ſhe dreads his fatal a 
At 1 ſhe Lings her pointleſs arrows round ; 
(x 2 His 
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[ 44 ] 
His country's boaſt, the Muſe's firſt delight, 
Long has the bard engag'd her deepeſt ſpite ; 
Who, ſad miſtaken Chriſtian ! aims to ſhow, 
That God loves Man, and all is right below. 


But mark diſtin& her eldeſt ſon appear, 
See Envy point her Belgic Gazeteer ; * 
Who hires his talent out for ready coſt, 
And ſcoldsby turns, for thoſe who pay him mot ; 
Why wretch ! of calumny ſo wild a waſte ? 
So vain a pedant, with ſo bad a taſte ! | | E 
Why thus a learn'd ſociety abus'd ? 
You ne're ſo far was grac'd, to be refus'd, 
With ſcorn the readers from ſuch malice fly. 


Ev'n ſchool-boys turn their heads and all know 
[why ! 


Abhorr'd by goodneſs be a crime ſo mean, 
Reject each honeſt breaſt ſo foul a ſtain! 


Ibis is meant of ſome Satyric Papers pens mobtly 1 in Holland 
under that Title. 2” 
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To praiſe impartial, virtue where we find, 
Is the firſt proof of every noble mind ? 
Great was that Genius, who when Rzchlieu aim'd 
To get the beauties of the Cid defam'd ; 
Refus'd the pow'rful Stateſman's offer'd coin, 
And only ſfaid—* I wiſh the play was mine! 

When call'd by Colbert fram his aki Rome, 
Bernini ſaw the Louvre's ſpacious dome; 
He cry'd, «If Paris ſuch a genius boaſt, 
My journey was unneceſſary coſt! ? 
So real merit in deeper ſhines, 
Nor at a rivalſhip in glory pines ; 
So Chaucer lives again in Dryder's lay; 
So Pope's encomiums have embalm'd his Gay |! 
"Tis thus that genuine greatneſs 18 expreſs'd, 
When emulation warms, wh wounds, the breaſt! 


When kindred worth appears in friendly light, 


And iriendſhip binds the ſouls whom arts unite, 
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With pride entwin'd their friendly boughs are ſeen; 


[46] 


So where around the ſylvan ſcenes extend, 
From heat to ſhelter, or from ſtorms defend ; 


The ſocial forms aſpiring jointly riſe, 


Spread their fair arms, and ſhoot into the skies ! 
One equal ſap ſupplies their living green, 


Aſſiſted thus, the tempeſt they defy, 

Ev'n time regards them with a fav ring eye; 
While earth- born ſerpents, who infeſt the ſhade 
Theſe venerable ſons of air have made; 

With war's inteſtine plague the peaceful wood, 
And bathe the ſacred roots with hoſtile blood ! 
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7. London, a Poem. In Imitation of the 3d Satire of 
Juvenal. 

8. Junius Brutus, a Tragedy. 
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12, Sir John Cockle at Court. Being the 2d Part of the 
King and the Miller.. 
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